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and polished halls, its library and dining-rooms
and administrative offices, its mayor's parlour and
his private suite and his inner inner sanctum with five
telephones. Climb up the concrete stadium, capacity
twenty, fifty, a hundred thousand, whatever it may
be; admire the 8o-yard open-air swimming-bath,
admission forty cents, the running track, the museum,
the middle-class cottages of every foreign style from
Gilbert Scott to Corbusicr, and the spartan barracks
for police. Incongruous, hesitant, bewildering effort
though this all may be, an effort, an impetus, a plan
are there.

That is also true of the struggle with the "factories,"
if such they can be called. Many arc crazy houses, two
stories high, the top story divided again into two
stories hardly high enough to stand in, hot, dark,
filled with unguarded machinery, and beds. Children,
like their mothers and fathers, work at the one, and
sleep, live, in the others, taking it in turns, day and
night, to occupy them. The temperature may be
only eighty degrees, or only a hundred and four; the
mothers, from seventeen to forty, may be pregnant,
the children, seventeen to nine, may be dying. Dying
from berri-berri, from lungs falling into powder,
from poison in their gums or eyes; or they may be
fitter to survive, and not, comparatively, at a disad-
vantage for a finger or two gone in the machinery,
an eye filmed, or knuckles festering with fungus.